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Amongst the crowd of spectators was an aged man, bent more by 
sorrow than by age, whose compressed lips and blanched cheek 
gave but faint indications of the fearful struggle passing in his 
breast—a struggle which rent his very heartstrings with its anguish, 
maddened his reeling brain, and whispered him despair. Disguised 
in the loose gown and hood then commonly worn by the superior 
class of citizens, the miserable Falk—for it was no other than the 
father of the convert—had been one of the first to enter the church, 
where the discovery of his presence would probably have caused 
his death. He had seen with a bitter smile the decoration of the 
font—to him the altar of sacrifice, and remained to await the com- 
pletion of the rite which was to sever him for ever, as he thought, 
from the child of his age, and bring shame and humiliation upon 
his name and race, 

The procession at last approached : first came four boys clothed 
in long white rochets, tossing the silver censers from side to side, 
filling the air with costly perfumes; then a monk bearing the 
primate’s cross ; after him the priests and brothers of the com- 
munity, headed by the prior holding his staff of office. A shade of 
sorrow was on the good man’s brow, for he thought on the dis- 
honour which the Church had received in the crimes of his late 
unworthy superior. Lanfranc, adorned with the insignia of his 
high office, closed the procession, walking under a canopy borne 
by four knights. As the prelate proceeded along the aisles, he 
scattered his benedictions on the kneeling crowd, which rose and 
sank like an undulating wave as he approached and passed them. 
But the principal object of all eyes was the fair convert, who 
clothed in white and veiled by drapery, was led by her sponsors, 
Ulrick and Matilda, towards the sacred font. Gilbert watched her 
approach with the same delight with which an infant might, in the 
early ages of creation, ere sin had drawn its curtain between men 
and the bright beings of another world, have watched an angel’s 
steps. His heart was almost too full for breathing, his happiness 
far too great for words ; yet a few moments, and Hester, his boy- 
hood’s hope, his earliest dream of love, would become a partaker of 
the same faith—the same hope as himself. The recluse, who felt a 
deeper interest in the proceedings of the day than any yet suspected, 
watched his excited looks, and, for reasons best known unto himself, 
determined not to lose sight of him. 

The venerable primate had already poured the regenerating 
waters, and pronounced the words whose might opens the gates of 
the lost inheritance of Adam to his fallen race, when a loud cry 
startled the more distant spectators. Hester was seen to sink into 
the arms of Matilda and Isabel, who with her husband had graced 
the solemnity with their presence. At first they thought that the 
young Christian, overcome by her emotions, had fainted ; but the 
increased agitation of those around her, and the astonishment of 
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the priests, many of whom in their zeal were dinpoaall tocry “A 
miracle !”? soon convinced them that something far more singular 
had happened, The voice of Matilda at last was Legian distinctly 
to exclaim, in accents of anguish and terror : 

“ Alas ! she is dying—she is dying!” 

af Dying! !” ye-echoed the crowd, impatiently pressing nearer to 
obtain. a view of what was passing. 

“ Dying!” shrieked Gilbert, thrusting those who stood between 
him and ‘Hester aside ; “let me once more behold her, that her — 
image may be impressed on my young heart—its first and latest 
idol.” 

Despite the resistance of the crowd, the agitated youth broke 
through the compact mass, and rushed into the circle which, over- 
whelmed with grief and horror, surrounded the apparently dying 
Hester. The wreath of flowers and veil had been removed from 
her fair brow, and her long dark tresses, damp with the re- 
generating stream, contrasted fearfully with her pale cheek; her 
eyes were closed, and large tears hung on their soft silken fringes. 
As the innocent child lay with her head pillowed upon Matilda’s 
gentle breast, she looked like Purity expiring in the arms of 
Religion, 

of Tig past!” exclaimed Lanfranc, signing the cross over the 
unconscious girl ; “ Heaven has claimed ‘its own.’ 

“ She is not dead, ” murmured Gilbert, his voice choked with the 
deep agony which consumed him: * Gold as she was to earthly 
passion, she could not leave me without one look for memory to 
treasure in its cell—one word, to break at once the heart her gentle 
nature was too merciful to crush, and leave to linger in an un- 
pitying world. Hester,” he added, taking her hand, and fixing his 
despairing eyes upon her already rigid features, ‘“ hear the voice of 
my agony, the cry of my broken hope. A look, a word, a sign for 
the poor boy whose love was like the love which angels feel—on 
whose dull path no future ray of happiness may shine.” 

It seemed as if the sound of his voice had arrested her pure soul 
for a moment in its flight, or that its guardian spirit, with a human 
tear, permitted it one moment to return to grant the boon he asked. 
As if waking from a heavy sleep, Hester opened once more her 
veiled eyes, and cast on the speaker a glance such as a dying sister 
might bestow upon an only brother—a glance where the sorrow of 
par ting » where piety and love were unstained by human passion or 
regret. 

‘AS the maid sank with all the rigidity of death into the arms 
which supported her, the primate motioned to his attendants to 
remove the fanatic Gilbert from the church—an office which they 
accomplished with firmness, but with kindness, closing the gates to 
prevent his return. 

The unhappy youth plunged onde the wood which lay between 
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the cathedral and the river. Despair was in his heart, and madness 
in his eye ; but there was one who read his purpose—his guardian 
genius hovered near him. Therecluse, who had followed him from 
the church, was hard upon his footsteps. . 

Another yet more wretched being left the gthedral at the same 
instant as Gilbert—the unhappy Falk whose bigotry had, as our 
readers have doubtless long ere this suspected, plotted the death of 
his daughter at the very moment of her conversion. The claims of 
his nation and abandoned faith to vengeance were even to his 
morbid mind completely satisfied ; but now a new avenger, the 
father, awoke within him—nature spoke with a voice which neither 
sophistry, anger, nor superstition could silence. Hester was his 
only girl—had been the light of his solitude—the pupil of his 
leisure hours ; and he loved her as all men love the thing they teach 
—as old men love the children of their age. ) 

The priests had already commenced the Litanies for the Dead, 
when the calm voice of Lanfranc, who had recovered his usual 
composure, interrupted them. 

» “Not the prayer of intercession, brothers, but the hymn of 
triumph. Heaven hath taken the maiden to itself ere sin or human 
passion had time to sully with their breath the seal of redemption 
upon her unpolluted brow ; we have seen an angel wing its flight to 
heaven, claiming its new-won heritage, and not a sinner trusting 
for pardon, part doubtful on its way. Bear her to the church, 


| strew flowers before her, as for its virgin bride, and raise the song 


of } joy.” te, 8 ¥ 

In the enthusiasm of the moment, the young maidens who had 
come to witness the ceremony of Hester’s admission into the 
Christian pale raised the inanimate body in their arms, and bore it 
to the high altar, before which a bier had been hastily arranged ; 
others strewed flowers, as the primate directed, in their way ; while 
the attendant clergy raised the solemn song with which the Church 
marks its rejoicings and consecrates its triumphs: 


“ Te Deum Laudamus Te, 
Rejoice and raise the grateful strain, 
Heaven from earth a soul shall gain, 
Scatter the incense round, 
Salvation’s news to Israel tell, 
The Church’s note of triumph swell, 
And the pealing anthem sound, 


“ Te Deum Laudamus Te, 
She comes, she comes ; lost Judah’s child, 
No more from Thee and Heaven exiled, 
We bear before Thy shrine. 
"Tis done—life’s early threshold past, 
The Hebrew maid redeemed at last, 
Is sealed for ever thine.” 


The multitude joined in the strain; and the service, which was 
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begun in the baptismal rite, ended with the dirge for the dead. At 
a late hour in the evening , at the request of Hester’s protector, the 
body was removed to Stanfield, to be placed in the ancient vault of 
the old chapel, where Ulrick and Matilda were in the habit of 
offering up their daily supplications for the repose of their murdered 
fathers’ souls. After the service they had retired to the oratory, as 
usual, indulging in that deep communion which hearts devoted to 
each other alone can know, when Gilbert, his eyes excited by hope, 
his lips quivering with eager emotion, followed by the recluse, 
entered the apartment. 


CHAPTER XX. 


ULRICK and Matilda were both startled at the appearance of 
Gilbert ; the excitement, the wild look of happiness, amounting 
almost to insanity, which glistened in his eyes; his eager words 
cut short and broken by the deep emotion under which he laboured 
whilst endeavouring to unfold the secret which had caused him 
such tumultuous joy, that reason was almost shaken on its seated 
throne. Finding it impossible to explain himself, he sank upon 
his knee, and caught the hand of Matilda in his, exclaiming as he 
did so: “Heaven hath not yet claimed its own! Lady, she lives ! 
Our angel lives to gladden earth with virtues all her own—lives to 
give sunlight to my path, and waken music once more to my ear.” 

“ Alas!” said Matilda, in a voice of pity, “he is mad ; grief hath 
distraught him. Poor boy! poor boy!” 

Ulrick inclined to the same opinion as his wife. He looked first 
at Gilbert, then at the recluse, whom he recognised, despite his 
disguise, as the mysterious Black Knight he had so frequently 
seen during his own imprisonment in the camp of. Rufus, and 
whose influence with the king he was no stranger to ; indeed, from 
the unearthly character of his features, the once handsome Robert 
of Artois was now a being whom, having encountered, it was all 
but impossible to forget. 

“He is not mad,” replied the intruder, in answer to Ulrick’s 
inquiring look. ‘“ Heaven, to permit me to atone for many crimes, 
has enabled me to perform one good act. Hester, the Jewess, 
indeed no longer exists ; but Mary, the Christian, sleepeth.”’ 

Mary was the name the fair convert had received in baptism. 

“Sleepeth!” repeated Matilda, in a voice which trembled 
between hope and incredulity. 

“Sleepeth!” iterated the recluse. “I wonder not, lady, at thy 
incredulity ; but her fate is not more wondrous than my own. 
Aware, from cruel experience, how bitter is the hatred, how un- 
dying the vengeance of her race, I have permitted the seeming 
triumph of her father’s purpose to secure her safety: he and all the 
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world, except her friends, must deem her dead; but to them—to 
the true hearts that love her—I again repeat, the maiden lives.” 

“ Hxplain this mystery,” said Ulrick; “if thy words be sooth, 
more welcome sounds ne’er fell upon mine ear.” 

“You all,” resumed the narrator, “know Hassack, the Jew, who 
vends his nostrums in the market-place ? ” 

“We do!” impatiently answered his excited listeners. 

“Also his fearful skill in poisons and such drugs as minister to 
the worst of passions ?” 

“ By reputation well.” 

‘‘ And I, perchance, by evil, sad experience. The day previous 
to Hester’s baptism,” continued the recluse, ‘I encountered her 
distracted father ; e’en my seared heart could pity him, for I read 
the storm of human passion raging in his heart; bigotry con- 
tending with paternal love—vengeance with pity—the cry of 

| nature with the voice of hate ; ’twas the mind’s agony, more lasting 
than the body’s pain, leaving scars deeper than vulgar eyes can 
read—burning, although unseen. I traced him to the house of the 
vile mediciner—saw him with trembling hand count down his 
gold—instinctively I guessed it was the price of blood.” 

“ His child’s!” exclaimed Matilda. “Impossible! Jew though 
he be, thou wrongest him.” 

“So judge the pure in heart, lady,” resumed the speaker ; “ but 
so judge not those whom crime or sad necessity hath forced to 
watch the hearts of others—to trace deceit lurking beneath the 
brow of seeming frankness—falsehood peeping through the mask 
of truth—the voice of cruelty with mercy’s accents burning on its 
lips. Reason tells us what men should be ; bitter experience shows 
us what they are. What followed proves I judged the Jew and his 
rash purpose rightly.” 

There was a tone of sarcasm and subdued passion in the voice of — 
the recluse, which startled the ear of Matilda; she felt confident 
that she had heard its sound before : it woke an echo in her heart 
at which memory trembled but was confused, for not one feature 
of the wretched man could she recall to mind. Fixing her eyes 
upon him almost with a look of terror, she involuntarily ex- 
claimed : 

“Surely we have met before.” 

The seared brow of her ancient persecutor flushed as he had 
heard an accusing angel’s voice ; but his repentance was too sincere 

. to equivocate or deny the truth. Feeling that the time for re- 
vealing himself had not yet arrived, he contented himself by 
simply admitting that they had. 

“When and where ?”’ demanded the lady, with increased interest 
and curiosity. 

“That, too, ere I quit this land for ever, thou shalt learn : this 
present hour permit me to proceed. On Falk’s departure from the 
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poisoner’s den [ entered. It matters little to my story by what 
means I forced him to confess the purpose of the old man’s visit ; 
enough, he did confess it. It was to bribe him to prepare a liquid 
which, mixed with the water in the sacred font, would cause the 
death of all upon whose brow ’twas sprinkled.” 
“Villain!” cried Gilbert—“ unnatural monster! E’en at the gate 
of heaven to sacrifice his child!” 
“Why not have denounced the fearful sacrilege ?” demanded 
Ulrick, who, with the horror-stricken Edith and Matilda, listened 
with anxious heart for the conclusion of his tale. 
“Denounced him?” repeated the recluse. ‘“ Little dost thou 
know the fearful race. For good or ill they far surpass the dogged 
bloodhound in unwearying patience ; the snake is not more subtle 
in its windings, the tiger more ferocious in its spring. I was born 
noble as the noblest in my land, was honoured, rich in lands and 
friends, possessed a form the eye of beauty had not always loathed 
to gaze upon. In evil hour I wronged an aged Jew—a thing,” he 
added, fiercely, “whom, in my pride of strength, I could have 
crushed like a vile worm beneath my feet—whose life, to human 
thinking, was a reed within my iron hand ; and yet he vanquished 
me.’ 
“Vanquished thee !”’ repeated Ulrick, in a tone of incredulity. 
“Vanquished and judged me. Not, indeed, with knightly arms, 
but more than deyilish cunning : deprived me of my very name— 
robbed me of the rights I drew e’en from my mother’s womb—tore 
from my seared and blistered front the seal of individuality which 
God had stamped upon my brow—made me the wretch I am.” 
“Fearful man!” shrieked Matilda, “I know thee now—know 
why my heart trembled at thy voice—my nature shuddered at thy 
presence. Ulrick, it is 
* My father, lady,” interrupted Gilbert, clasping her robe, + my 
father |” 
_ . The agitation of the poor youth, his imploring glance, and the 

recollection that he had saved the life of Ulrick, sealed the secret 
upon her lips; though how her ancient persecutor could be the 
parent of the speaker was a mystery she could scarcely comprehend. 

“What means this strange terror,” demanded Ulrick, “and still 
stranger recognition ? However evil,” he added, addressing the 
recluse, “I know that thou art capable of good, for thy timely 
warning saved Prince Henry’s life.” 

“'Then for that one good act,” said Matilda, “ question him no 
more ; if he hath deeply sinned he hath been sorely punished. 
Unhappy man!” she added, ‘“ Heaven forgive thee; I never will 
accuse thee at its bar.” 

* Thanks, lady, thanks, for thy most generous pardon,” replied 
the repentant man, at the same time gracefully bending his knee 
before her; “it will lighten the anguish of remorse in many a 
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bitter hour. But concealment comes too late. Ulrick of Stanfield,” 
he added, rising as he spoke, and speaking in a firm and almost 
haughty tone, “thou seest aman whom friends and kindred alike 
deem dead—a man whose dirge Holy Church hath long since sung— 


whose heritage his greedy heirs have ta’en—a man who, pandering _ | 


to a tyrant’s lust, would have aided Rufus to deprive thee of thy 
fair bride. I need not say the wreck of Robert of Artois stands 
unarmed before thee.” 

For afew moments there was a powerful struggle in Ulrick’s 
breast. The man who had caused him so much fearful misery 
stood before him. The idea of injuring an unarmed man never 
for an instant presented itself to his imagination ; but when he 
reflected upon his wrongs, twice did he feel tempted to bid him 
arm himself, and meet him knightly in the field ; but each time he 
encountered Gilbert’s pleading look and Matilda’s forgiving smile. 
The better principle of his nature prevailed. He could not crush 
a heart already torn and bruised. 

“ Robert,” he exclaimed, “friendship there can never be: let 
there be peace between us, however great thy crimes. Thou hast 
truly spoken—they have been fearfully avenged. This boy,” 
pointing to Gilbert, “whom thou callest thy son, shall be a bond 
of mutual forbearance between us. On with the tale this strange 
discovery broke.” . 

“ Knough!” resumed Robert, as we must call him. “I had the 
means to compel the poisoner to my purpose. The nature of the 
drug was changed, and a mixture prepared which caused the 
appearance of death only. From the opening of the cathedral 
doors I watched the arrival of each comer. Despite his disguise, f 
recognised the Jew, saw him stealthily pour into the font the 
means, as he thought, of vengeance on his child. You know the 
rest,” 

“Tet us haste,” said Matilda, “to the vault; should the poor 
child awake amid the horrors of the charnel- house, reason might 
totter on its throne.” 

“Fear not for that,” observed the preserver of Hester ; “since I 
alone possess the power to wake her,” 

He drew from his vest a small box filled with a pungent aromatic 
as he spoke. 

“Come, father, 
vault.” 

“ Caution, boy,” said Robert, calmly ; “for we have to contend 
with those who know no scruple where their vengeance is con- 
cerned ; the hatred of her race would reach the maiden e’en at the 
altar’s foot, should they once suspect her life has been preserved. 
Can you,” he added, addressing Ulrick, “ answer for the caution of 
all within these walls ?” 

“ All,” replied our hero; “there is not one in Stanfield but loves 
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cried Gilbert, impatiently, “to the vault—the 
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the maiden for her gentleness and virtue ; but as already the shades 
of night draw on, it were better, perchance, to wait till the house- 
hold are retired to rest ere we descend into the chapel. For a few 
days Hester can remain concealed within my wife’s apartments ; — 
none can enter unbidden there ; we can afterwards consult the 
means of safety—now our first step must be to rescue her.” 

Ulrick’s proposition was too reasonable to be rejected ; and, 
despite the impatient eagerness of Gilbert and the anxiety of 
Matilda, the party remained within the antique oratory waiting the 
hour of midnight. Never did the tardy foot of Time advance more 
slowly than to the excited watchers. At last the turret-clock struck 
the hour, and our hero and Robert of Artois, each taking a waxen 
torch from the iron sconces in the walls, prepared to descend. 

The chapel of Stanfield was a low, irregular building of unhewn 
stone, of even greater antiquity than the hall itself, its architecture 
being of the earliest Saxon age. Rude stone coffins, containing the 
ashes of many of its ancient lords, from their ponderous size more 
resembling tombs than sarcophagi, were ranged in the aisles, in 
deep recesses cut within the walls. The one in which Hester had 
been inclosed was in a niche nearest to the altar. Over it frowned 
the image of some long-forgotten saint : 


Carved in grey stone and cunning work, » 
The labour of some rustic sculptor’s hand. 


As the party entered the quaint old edifice, their torches flashed 
upon the salient points of the building, lighting the massive shrines 
with a dim, religious light, which brought them into a faint relief, 
and cast broad, deep shadows, such as Rembrandt would have loved, 
upon the roughly-jointed pavement. In fact, the scene was one 
equally suited for the poet or the painter : 


Regardless of the night’s dull gloom, 

They cast around a curious gaze 

On low broad arch and massive tomb 

Seen by the red light’s flickering rays. 

Saints in sculptured stone were there, 

Whose spirits in the noiseless air 
Watched o’er the sacred pile. 

At this perchance the world may deem 

My words a visionary dream, 
Philosophy may smile. 

But if communion e’er be given 

With beings less of earth than heaven, 
"Tis in some lone hour, when 

The relics of long ages past, 

The shadows o’er the rapt soul cast, 

. Our thoughts are spirits then. 


“ How still and solemn is the night!” whispered Matilda, who, 
despite her husband’s entreaty, had insisted on accompanying them 
upon their expedition; “not a breath of.air sighs through the 
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vaults of the old chapel. The very echoes of our footsteps fall 
noiseless as the feet.of Time upon eternity’s dull sand. Yet here 
sleeps one,” she added, advancing from the entrance of the chapel, 
where, with the rest of the party, she had paused to contemplate the 
scene, and, pointing to the tomb of Hester, “ whom, living or dead, 
his breath cannot corrupt, whose nobler essence his scythe cannot 
destroy, for her mortal covering was no more to Hester than the 
casket to the gem it guards and holds.” 

“True !” exclaimed the recluse ; “and from this bed of death—- 
this living tomb, replete with life and beauty, shall arise creation’s 
masterpiece—pure, lovely woman. Whilst all issilent, let us hasten 
to hurl back the ponderous stone, and wake her back to life and its 
warm ties—its tears, humanities, and tendernesses—if possible, to 
love.” Coed 

As pale as monumental marble, Gilbert was standing by the 
tomb ; life and passion seemed to have deserted his cold cheek ; 
his heart was too full for words—one would have broken it ; a tear 
would have been a blessing, and yet he could not weep. Rooted 
he stood, like a statue, by the spot—animation and life suspended 
in the deep struggles of doubt and hope. 

“Aid me,” said Ulrick, drawing from his vest a bar of iron, 
which he had brought with him for the purpose, and at the same 
time placing his torch in the hands of Matilda; “should the poor 
girl awake within her tomb, it were too much for reason ; aid me 
to lift the stone.” 

By the repeated efforts of the speaker and the recluse—for Gilbert 
remained perfectly incapable of rendering the least assistance—the 
ponderous lid of the coffin was at length removed, and the fair form 
of the inmate met their gaze. Her countenance was as calm as that 
of an angel sleeping. The flowers with which affection had strewed 
her resting-place were still unfaded. Her hand, Matilda thought, 
grasped the silver crucifix, which the primate himself had placed 
upon her breast, as if to press the image of her Saviour nearer to ~ 
her heart. Stooping, she imprinted a kiss upon the sleeper’s brow, 
and felt, as she did so, more than a dawn of hope, for a gentle 
moisture, different from the cold, clammy dew of death, remained 
upon her lips. 

At the sight of the being whom he so tenderly, passionately, 
though hopelessly, loved, the spell which had bound the senses of 
Gilbert was broken. With a loud cry he flung himself at the foot 
of the coffin, and called upon her, with a thousand endearing ex- 
pressions, to awake and gladden those who loved her by her 
presence. 

“Wake, Hester!” he exclaimed, “that earth may once more 
gladden in thy smile. Wake, and save me from the living death 
which existence without hope or love must bring. Wake,” he 
continued, in a strain of yet deeper passion, “though but to 
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enshrine thy beauty in a cloister. I still might hover round thy 
home, as restless spirits pine around Eden’s gates. Wake,” he 
added, with a cry of despair, seeing that his adjurations were un- 
answered, ‘e’en though it be to smile upon another, to break the 
heart whose idol thou hast been, and whose last words shall bless 
thee.” 

‘“* Patience, Gilbert,” said Ulrick, laying his hand kindly upon his 
shoulder ; “prayers and tears are for the dead, and Hester, I trust, 
is living. See, her brow is unchanged, the rose upon her lips 
unfaded ; be firm, and wait with patience.” 

‘She'll wake no more,” groaned the excited boy ; ‘‘ Death is too 
greedy of his prey to resign so fair a victim—heaven too proud of 
such a conquest to yield back the brightest angel of its virgin choir. 
Father,” he added, wildly, “thou hast deceived me—broken alike 
thy faith and my torn heart; for this is death—not.sleep—not 
sleep.” | 

The recluse, deeply moved by his son’s agitation, drew from his 
vest a small silver box, which he carefully opened, and poured a 
portion of its highly aromatic contents upon a sponge, So powerful 
was the perfume that the chapel was filled with the sweet odour. 
Placing the sponge in the hand of Gilbert, he said : 

“Apply it to her brow and nostrils: the subtle essence will 
evaporise the foul drug which holds the maiden in this lethargy. 
Be firm ; trust to thy father’s word—he will not fail thee, boy.” 

Kagerly did his son receive the precious gift, and kneeling by 
the side of the fair girl, applied it, as he was directed, to her brow 
and nostrils. The effect was slow but curious; no sooner did the 
essence come in contact with the spots where the poisoned water 
had fallen, than a thin vapour was distinctly seen to arise from the 
sleeper’s skin, a profuse perspiration followed, and, to thé inex- 
pressible joy of all, a deep-drawn sigh proved that the breath of 
life was not extinct within her form. 

“Thank Heaven!” whispered Matilda, who had watched the 
process with intense interest.as well as hope, “ she breathes.” Had 
not a flood of tears come to her relief, she must have fainted, so 
violent had been her emotion. 

At last, to the frantic delight of Gilbert, Hester slowly opened 
her eyes, but as if overcome by the light of the torches round the 
coffin, or oppressed by the soporific influence of the drug, heavily 
closed them again ; her lips moved twice—nothing but inarticulate 
sounds, however, broke from them. 

‘“‘ Hush,” said Ulrick, “she would speak—there again,” he added, 
at the second effort. 

“Gilbert !” faintly murmured the waking girl, again opening 
her eyes, and fixing them upon the youth. 

“* She speaks!” he shrieked, starting from his knees and raising 
her in his arms. ‘Heaven hath heard its wretched creature’s 
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prayer—the cry of his lone agony—the voice of his bruised. heart. 
God!” he added, “dares the impious wretch who doubted of Thy 
mercy, dares he thank Thee a”? 

Matilda received the scarcely awakened girl within her arms 
from Gilbert, who reluctantly resigned her; so greedy did he feel 
of the privilege of once more supporting her weak, trembling form, 
that he felt jealous of resigning it even to one of her own sex. 

“Let us quit this gloomy place,” said Matilda, in her turn 
resigning the precious burthen to her husband’s stalwart arm. 
“ Bear her to my chamber; she is cold—but half-recovered still. 
I and my women are the best nurses. now.’” 

The proposal was too rational to be opposed even by Gilbert, 
who entreated, however, to be permitted to kiss her hand ere 
Ulrick bore her from the chapel. He had the happiness of again 
hearing her murmur his name as she was carried from him—a 
circumstance which neither Matilda nor her husband failed to re- 
mark. 

On the following day, when Gilbert was admitted to the presence 
of Hester, he observed with joy the faint blush of pleasure which 
suffused her cheek as he entered the chamber. Our readers will 
remember the effort which she made at the moment of her sup- 
posed death to open her sealed eyes—ithe look she had cast upon 
him—the half-murmured expression of hisname. ‘The cry of his 
despairing love had waked an echo in her heart never heard till 
then,and the same name had been the first word her lips pronounced 
when recalled from the living tomb to which she had been 
consigned. Living it might indeed be called, for, although 
animation had been suspended, consciousness had all the. while 
remained. She remembered the death-dirge which had been 
chanted over her, had felt the warm tears of Matilda as she im- 
printed the parting kiss upon her brow, and endured for four-and- 
twenty hours all the terrors of the grave ; felt, in anticipation, the 


i earthworm preying on her beating heart. Vain had been all her 


efforts either to move or speak ; the drug was too potent for ber 
will to break; every faculty seemed changed to stone; she felt 
’ like a living statue imprisoned in a rock. 

In the desolation of her loneliness the memory of Gilbert had 
returned to her—his boyish but devoted love—the agony of his 
parting look—and the first feelings of love engendered in her heart, 
as it faintly beat within its sepulchre. Many days had not elapsed 
before the ardent youth obtained from her the confession that she 
was content to live for him ; that gratitude had given birth to a yet 
warmer passion. 

How sweet, how exciting is the sensation when first the lip of 
woman tells us we are beloved! The soul expands, it merges into 
anew existence. The flowers appear more fragrant to the sense ; 
earth seems full of music, we hear its melodies in every 
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murmuring wind or babbling brook, catch beauty from the stars, 
revel in nature’s harmonies, and find a shrine in every nook and 
dell. Pity the heart can feel the spell but once! Other and fairer 
lips may breathe the words again, but they will never fall so 
sweetly on the ear as when man hears them first. 

For days Gilbert was plunged in this intoxicating bliss. When 
driven from the chamber by Matilda’s anxious care, he wandered 
in the umbrageous woods of Stanfield, told to the trees his tale of 
happiness, or whispered it to every running stream. Hester was 
soon sufficiently recovered to share his walks; and often at the 
evening hour, deeply veiled, accompanied by Ulrick and Matilda, 
she would venture forth to catch fresh health from the pure breeze 
of heaven. 

The lord of Stanfield felt it to be his duty to inform the 
venerable primate, whom the proceedings which necessarily 
followed Eborard’s deposition detained in the city, of the wonder- 
ful recovery of Mary ; for it is by her Christian name that we shall 
henceforth designate the beautiful convert. The good man 
listened with astonishment to the strange tale, with indulgent 
kindness to the history of her love. Stern only to himself, his 
heart was not insensible to the happiness of others; and after a 
long interview with Robert of Artois, in which that unhappy man 
revealed to him, under the seal of confession, the secret of Gilbert’s 
birth, Lanfranc not only gave his approbation to the marriage, 
but offered himself to visit Stanfield, and secretly to celebrate the 
rite. Addressing himself to Ulrick, as he bade him farewell, he 
said : | 

‘‘ Heaven, it seems, hath designed them for each other, and mine 
shall not be the voice to part them. Go,” he added; “in five days 
I will meet you at your ancestral home. There shall their love be 
consecrated by the Church’s blessing; that done, let them quit 
England, and for ever. The unnatural fury of her father, should 
he discover that his child yet lives, may else prove fatal to her, 
despite a husband’s watchful care and love.” 

It were needless to describe the ectasy of Gilbert or the blushes 
of Mary, when they heard the primate’s decision: the first was 
wild with joy, the latter calm in the deep sentiment of her 
happiness—a happiness she was too pure a child of nature to 
conceal, too artless to deny—a happiness which their friends 
witnessed with a joy but second to their own. 

Our readers may remember that on the retirement of Robert of 
Normandy from England, Mirvan, whose principal possessions,.as 
well as those of his bride, were situated in that country, resolved to 
follow him, being too much disgusted with William’s tyranny to 
accept him as his sovereign. With the consentiof both princes he 
succeeded in exchanging his English fiefs for estates of equal value 
in the land of his fathers, whither it was his intention to sail as soon 
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as Ralph de Gael, his successor as governor of the city, should 
arrive. Under his protection it was decided that Gilbert and his 
young bride should retire to Normandy, where, with the wealth 
which Robert of Artois had rescued from his unworthy uncle, they 
could live in happiness; if not in splendour. Fain would Ulrick 
and Matilda have accompanied them; but they were bound to 
England by other ties and other claims. Edith and the venerable 
Edda still lived to claim their care. 

The day at last arrived which was to unite the youthful lovers 
in those indissoluble bonds which death alone can break. Faithful 
to his promise, the venerable Lanfranc arrived at Stanfield ; the 
chapel was secretly prepared, and at midnight, in the presence of 
Ulrick and Matilda, the nuptial benediction was pronounced. 

Three days afterwards the happy pair sailed under the protectiou 
of Mirvan and Isabel for Normandy, their future home of love and - 
happiness. The letters which their kind protector furnished them 
with for the duke insured them a princely welcome, and Gilbert 
gradually rose to offices of trust and honour. As the party were 
assembled on the Denes at Yarmouth, watching the arrival of the 
boat which was to convey them to their ship, the happy bridegroom 
was made aware that his separation from his father was to be 
eternal. To all his remonstrances the repentant Robert of Artois 
answered that his resolution was fixed, and that his future days, 
under the approbation of the primate, were devoted to his God alone. 

“Go, my children,” he added, “and if the blessing of a guilty 
man may weigh with Heaven, mine shall fall like its soft dews 
- upon your innocent heads! Whether in the cloister’s shade or the 
far-distant plains of Palestine, my last thoughts will be of you; 
my latest prayers be yours! Farewell! Pray that at the 
judgment-seat of the Most High we all may meet again!” 

There is nothing more painful to the heart than the bitter task 
of bidding adieu to those we love; linger over it as we will, the 
fatal word must at last be spoken. Happily the agony it occasions 
is seldom lasting, or o’ercharged nature would succumb beneath 
the pain. Still it was long, very long, ere the sundered friends 
forgot the anguish of that sad hour. Mary clung to Ulrick and 
Matilda, with all the passionate grief which an infant feels when 
separated from the parents who have loved it. The former was at 
last obliged to untwine her arms from the agitated Matilda’s neck, 
and place her in the boat, where, on the shoulder of her equally 
affectionate Gilbert, her sorrow gradually exhausted itself in tears 
and prayers.for the generous beings who had so warmly sheltered 
and protected her. 

As the vessel receded from their view the primate bestowed his 
benediction on the exiles ; it accompanied them on their journey 
over the deep waters, even to the country of their future home: 
the good man’s prayers were heard in heaven. 
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Three months after the scene we have endeavoured to describe 
Matilda became a mother, and the joy which she and Ulrick both 
felt as they clasped their infant daughter to their breasts blunted 
the edge of their regret. The aged Edda lived long enough to 
hold the little stranger at the font: perhaps, in the secret wishes of 
his heart, he would rather it had been a boy; but as its parents 
were both young enough to be the authors of a numerous race, he 
concealed his disappointment, and expired in the arms of his 
grandson—blessing him and the infant shoot whose graceful 
maturity he was not destined to witness. Seven years afterwards 
a second daughter completed the domestic happiness of our hero, 
who welcomed it with as fond a smile as though it had been a son 
destined to bear to distant time the noble name and manly virtues 
of his father. | | 

Robert had acted wisely in exacting from his brother William 
the oath of his race with regard to the safety of the lord of 
Stanfield. Although frequently urged by his unworthy minion 
Tyrrel-—whose hatred of Ulrick since the dreadful interview in the 
tent had, if possible, increased—to exert the regal power to oppress 
him, the king remained faithful to his vow; the fearful penalty 
which he superstitiously believed attached to its violation he dared 
not brave. Securely seated on the throne, he even permitted the 
return of his younger brother, Prince Henry, to England, where he 
doled out to him at intervals the scanty appanage which the 
Conqueror had left him. 

Rufus had reigned about eight years, when the death of Lanfranc 
rendered the primacy vacant; an occasion which the greedy 
monarch eagerly seized for retaining its revenues in his hands, as 
he had already done those of several other vacant bishoprics ; but 
falling into a dangerous sickness, he was seized with remorse, and 
the clergy representing to him that he was in danger of eternal 
perdition if he did not make atonement, he sent for Anselm, abbot 
of Bec, who, our readers will.remember, had been one of his 
brother’s most devoted: partisans. The churchman, on his arrival, 
humbly refused the dignity—fell upon his knees, and entreated 
the king to change his purpose, and when he found the monarch 
resolved, kept his hand so closed that it required considerable 
violence to force him to receive the insignia of his spiritual office ; 
but once within his grasp, he held it firmly—and William had more 
than one occasion to repent the choice he had made, for the new 
prelate was as courageous as he was incorruptible ; in short, for 
once the tyrant had found his master. Anselm’s reputation for 
sanctity and humility was too great for even the regal authority to 
venture to assail him, 

In the midst of his career William had often experienced one 
bitter pang—the thought that on his death-bed his brother Robert, 
whom he detested, or Henry, who was equally the object of his | 
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